CHAPTER  XIX
WHEN auntie came in, eager to tell Rosa that
she had seen Belle, she found her walking
about the sitting-room, looking from door to
window and window to door; she was dressed in
her cloque dress, but there were dark rings under
her eyes. Belle's news faded from auntie's lips.
"Stephen is late/' she said.
The rain came down with a steady noise for
answer; to-night the gutters were full, the folding
glass doors had to be shut over the windows, and
the rain made an endless small knocking on the
pane as if it wanted to be let in. Auntie's feet
were drenched in her walk from the tram, all at
once she felt very tired.
"Stephen isn't coming/9 said Rosa in a tense
still voice.
"It's such weather1" said auntie cheerfully, and
went into the pantry to take off her shoes. The
shoes fell on the floor with a dull sound; she knew
it was not the weather that kept Stephen away; he
did not want to come. All the glory of her thank-
offering had faded; now she would have to ask
father for money for the bazaar,
Robert had come to see Blanche; when the rain
began he carried her back from the veranda to
her bed, near the tablet, so that she could put out
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